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Where Did It All Go Wrong? 


Author's Notes: 
Don't know if its really worth continuing. 


Axl's POV 
July 19, 1941 


It had been a long time coming. | knew that from day one. We started out as a bunch of junkies and drunks. It was more maintained by lack of funds 
than it would later become. But we were like a gang and practically inseparable. Our dream to make it bonded us. We had something that was one in 
a million We had what it took to rule the world. Especially Izzy and | because we had been hanging out since we were 14. We had been a package deal 
since about 1982. We all shared everything from food and lodging to cigarettes and STD's. We were a unit that collectively survived by any means 
necessary. If one of us had water then one of us had no electricity. Maybe one of us had gas and some of us were drifters. By any fucking means 


necessary. Strippers and young girls who liked bad boys helped us much more than | will ever speak of. 


They were rough times, but looking back. fucking missed them. Shit was more simple then. But it was me who wanted to be the master of the 
universe. | guess nobody else ever minded if we got mega huge, but Izzy did. Izzy never wanted to be this big. So bad you need security guards and 
all the publicity and magazines and television. But he was so high he just jumped on board and rode the ride for many years. Now he has some 
sobriety under his belt, well, with smack anyway. Coke was another fucking story. Even after the court mandated piss tests Izzy couldn't stop using 
everything. He told people he was clean, but | knew better. And | was right. In ‘40 we couldn't find Izzy for this meeting, fucker was off in some 
secret rehab somewhere. Recently Izzy had a major overdose on Coke. It's his fault because the idiot swallowed his shit to get it on a plane. It 


busted in him, next thing you know he's in a 46 hour coma we pray he wakes up from. Sober my fucking ass Izzy. 


But he did change after that. He did get sober. Completely. And he grew more distant. And | mean distant like avoiding us, traveling separately, even 
different hotels. It's like he was gone. When | did manage to talk to him it was only to hear how | needed to get my fucking ego and mood swings in 
check. He hated making the fans wait. He hated the groupies who tried fucking him in front of his new wife. He hated being a rock star. Then the 

fucking riot in St. Louis happened.now here | am reading Izzy's resignation letter. He didn't even have the balls to tell us himself. He sent it through 
the managers. He's agreed to finish this leg of the tour and announce his departure in November once it's over and our new double tracks, Illusions 


one and two are released. 


Is this what our friendship has been reduced to? Fucking letters being traded back and forth like high school kids? | never fucking thought Izzy 
would leave my side. He knew me better than anyone. He understood why | had mood swings. He knew every dark corner of my mind. | wish | could 


say the same. | couldn't get in Izzy's head with a drill and a road map. There had been a time when we had no secrets. When did it all stop? 


| guess around the time the cash started flowing in. For me | bought a house, started seeing spiritualists, and shrinks. Saw dream regression 
specialists. Got masseuses. | sucked up the new life | had given myself. But not my band. Izzy and Slash lived in Apartments and just dove into 
heroin filled needles. They would disappear for weeks without a trace. Duff had been warned my doctors that he needed to quit drinking, but he just 
drank more. Now he's on Crack and coke. 


Ive known a while now shit was going to explode in my face. That's why | had them sign the name of the band over to me. | needed to be in control 
before they fucked it all up. They all got pretty pissed at me for it too. Hell, they sill just avoid and ignore me. They call me the Ayatollah behind 
my fucking back. At least Izzy still calls me a dictator to my face. 


| sigh and lay Izzy's resignation down 


photobucket 


Protect more of your memories for less! 


| know that once Izzy makes his mind up on something that's it. | know | can't change his mind, but a part of me just has to try. | don't know if the 
band can survive without Izzy. Izzy might remain distant,but he's so good at our music, not his parts, the songs as a whole. He knows how to tie it 
all together. And he comes up with so many ideas that are great. The asshole in me give him shit, but | truly respect his talent. It's like the two of 
us share a brain at times when it comes to music. But apparently Izzy doesn't want to make music with me anymore. 


Music aside, apparently he doesn't love me anymore. There was a time..long long ago that he had. I'm not even sure when he really stopped. But | 
missed the stolen kisses in a moment of privacy. | missed those showers when no one was around. | missed the late night booty calls. | missed lying 
in each others arms, no matter how briefly. | missed that little knowing smile we had between one another. Where had it all gone? How can | get it 


all back? How can | keep from loosing Izzy? How can | keep this band going? 


| close my eyes and take a deep breath. | need to talk to Izzy. Face to face. This letter writing shit is for fucking kids. 


Answers Where There Are None 


Author's Notes: 
Maybe you guys will get into this.. 


Answers Where There Are None 


So | climbed into the back of a limo and instructed the driver to take me to Izzy's hotel. 


Prot cf your memories for less! 


i 
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It was just a few blocks from ours. | waste no time with the front desk because | already know Izzy will be in the pent house. So | slip into the 


elevator undetected. 


When the doors open it's like a fucking ghost town. No fans, no party goers, nothing but two of our security guards sitting outside his room 
discussing sports. Shielding my face | make my way to the end of the hall where the door is. 


"You can't come this far without clearance," one says standing. 
| smirk and raise my chin. "Mr. Rose.Mr. Stradlin neglected to tell us he was expecting visitors," he apologetically says. 
"He wasn't expecting me. | just need to see him," | shrug. 


"Well he's with his wife tonight and asked not to be disturbed,” the other explains carefully like | might go off on him or something. 


| feel a shifting discomfort in my head, heart, and chest. | didn't even know Izzy's Swedish cunt wife, couldn't even recall her name, but | fucking 


hater her. No huge secret as to why. She had Izzy. She took him away from me slowly. She left me empty of him. The bitch could rot in hell twice. 
"You act like I'm some fucking stranger.| just want to talk to my friend," | huff. 

"Mr. Stradlin said no one..especially band mates," the standing one all but whispers. 

"Who the fuck does that motherfucker think he is!?" | shout. 

Then about that time Izzy's door cracks open and he is squinting at the bright lights in the hallway as he ties the waist of some silk robe. 
Completely not his style, his whore wife must have gotten it for him. "Axl? What are you doing here? it's the middle of the fucking night," he says 
in a groggy voice as he rubs his eyes. 

"| got your bullshit resignation tonight," | say shaking it in my hand at him. 

His eyes flutter to the hallway floor. He softly sighs and shakes his head, "I just can't do it anymore man | just keep looking around and shit and 
wondering if this is it. didn't sign up for all this bullshit, fucking not playing on time, riots, demotions, signing over the name of the band we built as 
equals, lawsuits, overdoses, out of control egos, and no real life.! just cant do it no more Axe." 

"So it's my fault?" | ask. 

Izzy sighs, "Mostly..yeah." 


"Well at least I'm not chickenshit and throwing in the fucking towel when we are at the fucking top!" | shout: 


Izzy slightly shakes his head. "It wouldn't matter if we were unsigned at this point. Too much has happened. Too much shit happens daily. You don't 
know what it's like for me anymore." 


"Then tell me Izzy." 

"| look at Duff, he's all bloated and fucked up. The doctors have been telling him for years he's gonna die from that shit. Slash is smacked out. He 
fucks up riffs nightly. Matt is a fucking coke head. Dizzy's a drunk and a whore. And you..you act like you're god almighty. Having choppers fly you 
in to venues cuz you're stuck in traffic. Airing all your personal shit to the world. The fucking 20 minute rants on stage for nothing. Refusing to 
play because you're having a fucking mood swing. I'm done Axl. | sont have to stick around for this shit anymore. Fuck you demoted me and cut my 
pay, l'm obviously replaceable and disposable." 

"So just give up?" 

"Im not giving up you asshole. Not everything in the world is about you," he snaps. 


"It's about this fucking band so that means it concerns me." 


"Why? Its your band, you made that shit perfectly clear. Nevermind all | did to help you get connected in LA. What the fuck do you care if | quit. 
Its the Axl Rose show now. I'm just the guy in the back" 


"How can you even say that.| love you Izzy." 


"Good night Axl," he says softly and shuts the door in my face. My heart sinks and | feel hollow. 


Everybody Hates Me 


Everybody Hates Me 

l'm in the back of a limo actually on my way to sound check for a change. Normally | skip out on it because | need to preserve my voice. The way | 
sing is bad for me. | keep getting these polyp things on my vocal cords. Eventually I'm not even going to be able to waste my voice talking. l'd better 
get fucking started on learning sign language. However, as long as my middle fingers are intact, well that pretty much says all | need to say. l'm 
sure the guys would be thrilled if | never spoke and only sang. Izzy tells me at least once a week to shut up and sing. 

| suppose Izzy's the reason I'm going to sound check today. I'd do anything to change his mind about quitting. But Izzy's the defiant little bastard 
who does the complete opposite of what you want him to. If you keep pushing him he calls you a fucking dictator and runs off. And you never know 
where the fuck you're gonna track him down. One day he may be fucking surfing in Mexico, the next at some ski lodge in Sweden, maybe you find 
him in fucking Indiana shooting targets from his balcony or held up in some pent house in LA. There is no swaying him once his mind is made up. l'm 
afraid it is. 

When | walk into the place I'm a bit shocked to hear Izzy singing Nighttrain. Sure | know he can sing, but he just sings a few songs on our new 
records coming out. I've never heard him sing my parts before. He sort of sounded like me in the not so high pitch places. But then we did both 
have that mid-western twang to our voices. 

Slash looks up at me and immediately stops playing. In turn, so does everyone else. 

"Well look who's gracing us with his fucking presence," Slash slurs and grabs a bottle of Jack at his feet. 

"Come on Slash," Izzy says softly looking down and begins plucking single notes on his guitar. 


"You a singer now?" | ask Izzy. I'm not mad at him but it comes out sounding like | am. 


"Somebody has to sing them," he shrugs still never looking away from his guitar, "I did help write most of them. But, you know, it's your band, so 
there's your mic," he casually says and backs away to his normal 4x4 square. 


| can see Duff smirking from behind a vodka bottle to his mouthjust stand there and look them over. Slash is smacked out. Duff is drunk and coked 
up. Matt is all amped up. And Izzy won't raise his fucking head. He just mindlessly plucks at his guitar like its the first time he's ever held one. 


"You going to fucking sing or what?" Slash impatiently asks and stumbles a bit. 
| can hear Izzy sigh from across the room and pluck his strings louder. Izzy's elementary way of getting shit to move forward. 


"Sounds like you were doing just fine without me, by all means, don't let me interrupt. Maybe | should just sit back stage and let Izzy sing the whole 
fucking set huh?" | admit, I'm shouting. 


"At least he'd show up on time," | clearly hear Matt mumble. 

“And not go off into some stupid bullshit rant," Slash aptly adds with a swagger. 

"Come on guys, lets just fucking play," Duff says sitting his vodka down. 

Izzy pulls out a cigarette and lights it. He paces quietly in the corner with his guitar dangling around his neck. | know his stance. He's about to split: 
Any time shit gets too hectic or too confrontational Izzy bolts. He waits until no one is watching then poof, he vanishes into thin fucking air. And in 
just four months he's gonna vanish, but he won't show up again 

He glances at me for a fleeting second before his eyes flutter away again. He drags from his cigarette and stares blankly at his guitar. 


"Fuck this shit!" Slash shouts and rips his guitar from around his neck. "I've waited two fucking hours on this asshole. I'm fucking out of here." 


"I'm sorry Slash, was | cutting into you feeding your arm?" | sneer. 
Y g y g y 


Slash turns and pitches the bottle of Jack in his hand at me. It goes right through a glass window. 

"Fucking shit man," Duff says as he ducks. 

| just shake my head at him like the fucking moron he is. Good going Slash, you just bought a fucking window." 
"Uh guys." Matt coughs. He points with his head to the door. I'm just in time to see Izzy walking out. 

"Thanks a lot Slash," | sigh and go to chase down Izzy. 

"Well Im not the one who wants to fuck him!" Slash blunders his words out as | exit the room. 


Ahead of me in the hallway | can see Izzy's nonchalant cadence. It has never changed, not once in I5 years. The pace was always the same, like he 


had nowhere important to be. 
"Izz.wait," | call out. 


He does stop walking but he doesn’t turn around to look at me. | approach him. "It doesn't really matter if I'm here anyway, I2 more weeks and | 
won't be. If we can rehearse with no front man l'm sure you won't miss a rhythm guitarist." 


"lzzy..about what | said to you this morning at the hotel." 

"Axl | might have bough that bullshit once upon a smacked out time..but not anymore. You will say and do, lie and manipulate, whatever it takes to 

get what you want. Well guess what Axl, the puppets strings have been cut. I'm not your fucking toy anymore. | was a fucking idiot to ever let you 
make me one." 

| smirk, "Yeah you were really complaining with your dick down my throat." 

"That shit was over a long goddamn time ago," he points his finger in my face. "Id thank you to shut your fucking mouth, | am a married man now." 


"Well son, you better get a lock for your closet then because if your wife ever opens it she'll be killed by all the fucking skeletons that fall out." 


He just glares at me. "Fuck you Axl" And he just fucking walks away. 


In The Spotlight 


In the Spotlight 


| walk out onto a massive empty stage. It's still several hours until the show starts. | don't even know why l'm here. Theres nothing to do but 
supervise roadies that just inevitably piss me off. Maybe l'm here because a stage is one of the few remaining constants I've had in my life. It sort 


of feels like home at times. 


| look over at Izzy's designated 4x4 stage space. He got a lot of shit for not moving around the stage like Slash and Duff. | probably give him more 
shit than anybody about it. But what | fail to always omit is that Izzy's at the mic singing back up so often that he doesn't have the time to stray 
very far. | never give him enough credit for what he does. Izzy sings almost lyric for lyric with me on many songs. Sometimes something he writes 
just sounds better if he sings it. | shouldn't feel so threatened by that, but | am. Izzy would never dream of being a front man Izzy wasn't a show 
off and in order to be a front man you have to be. 


Izzy's too cool to show off. | can see how uncomfortable he seems when he's out there in the center of the stage singing lead. He won't do a guitar 
solo for any more than maybe IO seconds, 20 tops. Izzy hates to be in the spotlight. He never got into this shit with the intentions of being the 
super huge entity we have become. He would have been perfectly happy selling out clubs on the strip again. Izzy connects better with a small 
audience. The reason behind that is that Izzy has to size up every person in a room. It wasn't a conscious thing, it was just the fucking way his 
brain workedHe couldn't talk to a person until he figured out who they were inside. He's very intuitive about people. | guess that was his most 
valuable trait for when he sold drugs. That and his fucking eagle eyes that nothing escapes. Even on drugs he saw everything..he just didn't give a 
shit. 


But it's different now that he's sober. He's been my best friend for I5 years and this is the first I've ever known him to be sober of everything. | 
was buying weed from Izzy in ‘th grade. He was a completely different person now. He was quieter, he was more distant. He showed up solely to 
play. He couldn't hang out with any of the guys because they were always wasted Any time he tried he slipped, and his last slip ended in a fucking 
coma. | think he had finally been scared straight. And he wanted to be clean. I'm proud of his efforts. I'm glad he wants sobriety. But | have no clue 
who this sober Izzy is. 


Sober Izzy wanted nothing to do with me anymore. | wasn't on drugs or drinking like a fish. | was no threat to his sobriety, yet he avoided me as if 
| was. Sober Izzy looks at me with eyes full of shame and regret. And | know I'm the one who put that look in those hazel eyes. Sober Izzy has so 
many regrets, namely me. | don't know how to go from being everything to him to being nothing to him but a regret. A mistake he wished he had 
never made. He will never be a mistake for me. | truly think he's the only person | have ever loved. A spiritualist told me this was the third time 
Izzy and | had sought out each other. She told me | chased him through the afterlife just to be able to find him in the next life. Of course Izzy 
thinks all that is bullshit she tells me to justify robbing me blind. Maybe it is.but the thought is comforting to me, so | guess I'll pay for it to be 
true. 


| glance up and see Izzy mindlessly stroll onto the stage and plug his guitar into his amp. He stops when he turns around and sees me in the 
shadows. 


"What are you doing here?" He softly asks and looks down at his guitar. 

"Just tying to clear my head," | sigh, "What about you? What are you doing here?" 

"| have to practice some time. The guys are always..its just easier for me alone,” he shrugs. 

"Why dont you ever hang out with me anymore?" | ask as | nervously shift my weight 

"You know why Axl," he sighs and adjusts his strings some. 

But | honestly didn't know. "Remind me again," | practically beg for answers. 

"We just couldn't keep doing what we were doing. It was fucking sick and unnatural.| was too high to make choices on anything..and you banked on 


that shit. And you did it just to have power and control over me. | would never do that to you.Sober we would have never.. wouldn't have let you.." 


he stammers and never moves his fucking eyes from that damn guitar he was hiding behind. 


"lzz.how the fuck did | become your biggest regret? When did you stop loving me?" 

He shakes his head softly, "That shit wasn't love Axl.'m sorry for you if you think it was." 

"So then you just fucked me for Il years as a fucking booty call?" | feel my sanity starting to fray. 

“Axe.it wasn't that.not really..look whatever it was, its over. It has been for two years. Just fucking let it go." 
"Sure Izzy..you just tell me how to stop loving you just because you stopped loving me." 

"Would you please shut the fuck up before one of us pisses the other off?" he sighs calmly. 


"Whatever," | shrug, "play your fucking guitar then. Sell your sober ass a pack of fucking lies if you want you fucking hypocrite." | turn and storm 
from the stage and he doesn't try to stop me. 


The Crazy One 


The Crazy One 


Some years back | did something that pissed management off enough to drag me to this shrink. They tell me I'm manic depressive or some shit. 
Bullshit. That's just the goddamn label they slap on me because they don't fucking understand me. IQ. wise l'm probably smarter that all theses 
fucks..except maybe Mr. honors student Duff. But now he's nothing but a coked out alcoholic who's all fucking bloated with a fat face. They say l'm 
fucking crazy. Say | have to take little pills every day so | can be just like all of you. Why the fuck would | want to do that? | don't wish to be like 


any motherfucker | look around at. 


But for Izzy, I'm trying to take these fucking things. Sort of a last resort | guess. They make me feel abnormally happy. And | just know it isn't real 
but I'm ruming out of options here. | have to do something to change his mind. lv begged. That didn't work. I've tried threats. Those didn't work. I've 
cried. But my tears accomplished nothing. In Izzy's eyes I'm some monster. Maybe these fucking pills will conform me into something Izzy will 
approve of. Maybe they can put us on the same page again. 


Izzy has told me | was crazy since we were kids, but in the last couple years when he says it he means something different when he says it. It 
used to be that | was crazy but it was fun anyway. Now he means I'm fucking mental. If you ask me Izzy's the fucking mental one who should be 
taking these goddamn pills and not me. He's the dumb fuck who wants to walk away from the number one band in the fucking world. He says it's the 
other guys and their habits and me and my mood swings. Am | the only one here who seems to notice that I'm more sane than any of my fucking 
band mates? 


Slash can fucking die for eight minutes and no one blinks. No one throws him in rehab. No one says one fucking word. Duff has been told by doctors 
that his pancreas is swelling. It's the size of a soft ball and when it gets to be cantaloupe sized its game over for McKagan. But does anyone say or 


do anything? Izzy's the only one anyone ever forced to get clean, and it was only because he pissed on that plane. Management had nothing to do 
with it. It was the court. 


| though it would be great once Izzy got sober. | thought we would connect again on some totally different level. | thought we would get to start all 
over. | never dreamed Izzy would do this IBO on me. It wasn't even a gradual change. It came over fucking night. One night I'm with him taking care 
of him freaking out about being arrested and having to go to court. But when he woke up sober the next day he just quietly left my room without 


saying a word. | woke up alone and | have every day since. 


Most people have no clue what it's like to be a sober person around junkies, cokeheads, and drurks. These idiots used to fucking rob chicks we 
fucked to get their fucking drugs. They would go around begging for cash. They would spend our fucking perdium. They would dip into the cash for 
rent and studio time. Even when Izzy sold drugs they were always running out. It hadn't been that way when it was just him and me. It took no 
time for Slash and Steven to get hooked on smack right along with Izzy. And it was Izzy's fault. But who ever told him that? | guess | have a lot of 
practice being sober around unsober people. But Izzy.he just can't hack it. To his credit | do suppose it's harder because he has been the junkie 
cokeheaded drunk. And once you've been there it never wants to let you go. 


Izzy just want to lock himself in a room all alone away from everyone and everything. | know he needs to talk to someone, but that someone isn't 
me anymore. He can't even look me in the eye anymore. For Il fucking years we snuck around with a secret.well the guys figured it out, but Izzy 
never cared then. We had our girlfriends, but we also had each other. It started shortly after | came to LA and found Izzy. | just split with my 
girlfriend | brought with me from Indian. Izzy moved in when she moved out. Izzy and | shared a bed, just like we did as kids. But as a kid | just 
didn't have the balls to ever try anything with him. But the first time | saw him all smacked out in that bed | got scared. | cried. | didn't understand. 
| wanted to. So lzzy showed me how to smoke heroin. As we lay there blissed out | somehow found myself kissing him. He never once hesitated, he 
didn't stop me, he didn't push me away. He kissed me back. 


And over the next Il years kissing turned into much more than that. He never once regret a thing that we did in private. Half the time it was at his 
initiation. Then one day he wakes up and it's suddenly wrong. But I'm the crazy one. I'm not the one who is now saying | only did it becouse | was 
high. It's not like I've never been drunk or high..but if | didnt want to do something that wouldn't change a thing. | don't see how Izzy could say that 
shit. A part of him wanted me, | don't care what he says now. He just chipped for a long time, but he sure seemed into shit when we were 


together. But now he regrets it. 


And of course the band blames me that he's leaving. They have all had their moments of bitching at me for being so fucking crazy and chasing him 
away. Everything that goes wrong with this band always gets pinned on me somehow. Me the crazy ass scapegoat. How did | end up as the fucking 


bad guy? Is it just because some shrink says I'm crazy? Its not fair. No one can see the shit | see. And when | point the fucked up shit out.l'm 
just fucking crazy. 


Indiana Nights 


Author's Notes: 

| just want everyone reading to know that this fic is actually me challenging myself in order to better write Axl's voice in Through the eyes of.. 
Those of you that know me know that axl is my (as Lali puts it best) Nesquick Stir and viola, instant bad boy. We all know | love to hate Axl. Well 
after 130 chapters of being the voice of his character..the bastard is growing on me. I've even researched him, still am. I'm writing this to try to 
capture a side of him | usually ignore..the motives and reasoning behind the bipolar shit he does. His role is so so so crucial in Through The Eyes 
of..| have to get the shit right or I'll fuck up the whole story line. If you are reading that fic you know what kind of situation Axl is in For once he's 
not in the wrong. For once he's the one being shit all over. This fic is merely excercising that muscle.but who knows maybe something cool will 


come from my public displays of practice. 


Much credit to all you Axl writers out there who nail him.that shit just don't come easy for me. But I'm trying. By all means offer me some damn 


input, | need and gladly accept any offers, advice, or knowledge. 


Indiana Nights 


Izzy was better with girls than | was in school. Izzy had a dry demeanor but once he let you inside you saw how charming and magnetic he truly 
was. He was the kind of person you soon find yourself addicted to. Izzy always knew all the right things to say and right moves to use. He could 
crawl right into your head space and plant whatever thought he wanted. Then he would patiently wait for the seed to sprout. Yeah, Izzy was good 
with girls. He always knew the kind of bullshit they wanted to hear before letting him in their pants. 


Izzy lost his virginity at 14 and naturally replayed the series of events to me with enough curious detail to make my dick hard. | wasn't sure at the 
time if it was how good Izzy described fucking or if it was just the thought of Izzy fucking that did strange things to me. It didn't take long for me 
to accept that it was thoughts of Izzy that left me hard and not the girls he told me tales of. 


| was just a clueless fucking virgin hillbilly at 14. | had red fucking hair, freckles, and was short. Girls just were not into me back then | wanted to 
be ‘into! them but fate just didn't deal that hand to be at that point. Nope, | had to live vicariously through Izzy's sexual escapades. And believe me, 
he liked to rub the shit in. It was as close to bragging as Izzy gets. 


But in the back of his eyes there was always this hopeful blaze burring. Sometimes his eyes lingered on me a moment too long for comfort. 
Sometimes they shyly fluttered away with a smile. And that smile was one he only used with me. It melted me every goddamn time. And l'm sure 
he knew | sometimes let my eyes linger on him a bit too long too. How could he miss all the times he made me fucking blush in shades of red and 
pink? Trust me, he fucking missed nothing. 

Every word, every look, it was all just Izzy buttering me up. It was no different than what he did to the girls, he cast his web and | fucking fell into 
it. OF course he paints me in a totally different light. He makes me out to be the calculating and manipulating sneaky lover. Well he originated that 


role. 


We were lb when he got me drunk down by the river one lazy spring afternoon. | was about as relaxed as | got. And he knew that when he rolled 


onto his side to face me. 

"Billy?" He asked me with a curious stare. 

"Humm?" | drunkenly slur as | watch the clouds drifting overhead. 
"Do you like girls?" 


| glance at him wondering what kind of fucking question that was. Of course | liked girls, the prude bitches just wouldn't give me the time of day. 
"Yeah, why?" | strangely mutter. 


He shrugs with a sigh and his eyes flutter down. "I dumo.. guess sometimes | get the feeling that you're looking at me..you know, they way you 


would a chick," he carefully explains. 


| just stare at him trying to figure out what the fuck is happening. 
"I like it.the way you look at me sometimes," he almost whispers. 


He did? My heart started to pound in my chest. My stomach traveled throughout my body cavity. | thought they were just these sick little 
fantasies that | had kept perfectly hidden in the depths of my brain. But | told you Izzy doesn't miss a goddamn thing. 


| look at his skin cast in the Indiana moonlight. He glowed like some angelic form and | couldn't help wanting to worship him as such in that moment: 


His eyes ask me for an answer but | am without words to deliver. It was a complicated question The answer was equally complicated. 


As | lay there looking at him next to me some force overcame me. Some buried impulse that | had been programmed to believe was a sin. | couldn't 
answer with words. | instead lightly brushed the back of my fingers across his cheek. His brow creased a bit but he didn't move. He never once told 
me to stop. He never acted as though | was taking advantage of him. | mean come on, he's the one who got me drunk and started asking questions. 
Then my lips answered the question that burned in his eyes. And he never once hesitated. He didn't shove me away saying the shit was wrong like 
he does now. That Indiana night he had no fucking regrets. It was after all Izzy who knew what the fuck to do. Before that kiss there had been none 
for me. And he is the one who taught me. 


That night Izzy taught me every fucking thing he knew and some of the shit we just figured together. But never at any moment that night did | 


see a fucking regret in his eyes. Never once did it feel wrong. Izzy's not that good of an actor, believe me when | say he was into it. 
But now everything is flipped and reversed and he's mangled our story into some fucking nightmare he endured because | had him on a fucking 
string and controlled him. My version of events didn't play that way. And at the time they didn't for him either. How did the story twist? When did 


he dream all this up and start believing it? 


ls there a fleeting chance in hell | can ever get him back to those Indiana nights? 


Frequent Flier 


Frequent Flier 


| have probably been in air travel enough to circle the world about ten times. Sometimes that shit sucks. Especially when you go to the other side 
of the planet and either gain or lose a whole fucking day. Or if you are doing a show at 8 pm their time and your internal clock thinks its 8 am. 
There is always the joy of jet lag. And occasionally there are fucking delays and goddamn lay overs. That is the problem presented to me today. 


Right now in LA it's summer and hot and beautiful. But in Japan its fucking winter. Well we were flying over the Alps and out fucking engines 
started to freeze. They landed in this tiny ass private air strip with nothing but a shack as the supposed terminal. Seriously, it's like maybe |Oxl0. 
We have to stay here till morning when the sun comes out. So we fight the snow and walk into this ‘terminal. It is fucking freezing inside despite 


there being a fire burning. It's gonna be a super long night because all of us are wide awake. We were still functioning in LA time. 


So we start throwing our shit down on the floor. There's the usual bitching and complaining from everyone except of course Izzy. If | was blessed 
enough to be blind | wouldn't even know he was here. But unfortunately my sight is working fine at the moment with the aid of my trusty contacts. 
He just slides down the wall silently. He draws his knees to his chest and rests his forehead on them. Yeah, it was gonna be a real damn long night. 


"Man, its fucking freezing in here. I'm not dressed for this bullshit snow," Slash complains as he pulls out a bottle of Jack. | know as soon as his 
blood is 80 proof he won't give a fuck. 


| watch Duff recline out on the floor with his ankles crossed and head rested on his bag. His bottle of vodka stays in his hand. He lowers his hat 
over his eyes. He will be out soon. They were out of coke due to availability. What they managed to smuggle by swallowing had been gone a few 
days now. | guess Izzy's harrowing experience with that sort of thing had taught them nothing. Its not too long before Matt and Slash are sprawled 


out in similar positions on the floor. 


Izzy sits as far from us as he can He's reading a fucking book if you can believe that shit. Since fucking when does Izzy read? His Swedish whore 
wife isn't with us and I'm thankful as shit for that. | just don't think | could bear to watch them snuggling to stay warm. | know how it feels to 
snuggle against him to stay warm. Izzy has always felt warmer than most. Like he's naturally running a fever. There's been a few times that | 
regret his high body temperature too. When it was hot as hell having him on top of me tended to get super-hot. Not that | will complain about 


having him all over me. 

l'm stabbing at the fire and doing my best to keep it going as | add a log. | slow at the embers and little flames start up again in places. Wish this 
thing were a wood burning stove, I'd stay a hell of a lot warmer with all that metal creating heat. This..whatever the fuck it is is more like a weird 
sort of fireplace. The fact that there is also no insulation on these walls and | can hear wind whizzing through the entire place, doesn't help much 
for heating this place up. 

| hear rustling and find Matt and Slash scoot closer to either side of Duff for the shared body heat. My eyes look back over at Izzy still reading 
by nothing more than the glow from the fire. Soon | hear the light to medium snoring sounds of three deviated septurv(s). l's safe to say they are 
all out for a while. l'm still wide awake and apparently Izzy too. 

Eventually | get the fire blazing nicely and have warmed up considerably right up under its heat. | stand up and turn to face Izzy. He tries to 
inconspicuously raise his book so that | can't look at him. | gulp and walk over to him anyway. | slide down the wall next to him and can fill him 
stiffen. There had been a time when he didn't. 

| start the futile effort of making small talk with him. "Whatcha reading?" 

He shrugs and says nothing as he turns a page. 

"| didn't know you read,” | say. 

"Just something to fill the time instead of getting high," he says softly. 


"So you're not tired either huh?" 


Again he says nothing. 


"Yeah, me either," | sigh. "Just trying to stay warm until we get out of here." 


"Is that why you came over here? To stay warm?" He asks but the way he asks makes me cringe. Its so emotionless and so against it at the same 
time. 


"Yeah," | say rubbing my hands together and blowing on them to keep them warm. 
"tm not holding you so forget it," he dryly says as he tries to concentrate on his book. 
"Yeah, | know. | wasn't asking you to..l was..was just hoping we could maybe talk," | say quietly. 


"Axl, there's nothing left to talk about," he sighs and tries even harder to read his book. At this point he could only be staring at it. I'm talking too 
much for him to take anything in. 


"Well..| think there is. | think the least you can do is explain yourself and apologize to me." 

He quickly shuts his book and tosses it aside with a growl, "Fucking apologize? You have some fucking nerve man" 

"Yeah well so do you Isbell. You're the one who went from tripping on going to court and begging me to fuck you so you'd feel better. The next day 
you just fucking vanish for days. When | hear from you again everything between us is off limits. No warning, no discussion, no signs..how the fuck 
does someone do that to someone?" | question 

He sighs, "Its not like we were in a relationship man, quit making it sound as if we were," he says inching away from me slowly. 

"Sex on a semi-regular basis is something Iz, call it what you will but its fucking something. It means something." 


"Means nothing," he shakes his head and lights a cigarette. 


"And | guess all the things you said mean nothing too huh?" | can feel my heart cracking like glass inside of me as | wait for whatever cold and 


cryptic response he gives me. 
"Why do you have to keep bringing this shit up? Just move on," He shakes his head. 


"What like you have? Yeah, | wish it was that easy for me. | guess | fucked up when | believed the things you told me huh? Was it all fucking lies? 
Is that what you're telling me?" 


He sighs, "I don't want to hurt you Axl.just let it go." 


An Indirect Answer 


An Indirect Answer 


| watched Izzy. When | danced in my serpentine slither for thousands of people. | watched Izzy. When | screamed out lyrics that | wrote thinking of 
him. | watched Izzy. When | ran from one side of the stage to the other. | watched Izzy. When | draped across Slash and Duff. | only watched Izzy. 
Sometimes | showed up on time tonight. Just to watch Izzy. But he always stands all alone and only lifts his head to sing. He sways just enough to 
keep the beat of his playing. He looks sullen, detached, and bored. He's like a ghost that merely appeared to be here but really wasn't. 


You know | understood it was hard for him to be in this sort of environment while he was trying to be sober. But he looked so miserable. | just 
don't understand how he could lose interest in his dream. He left Indiana almost the second he threw his graduation cap into the air. | was in fucking 
jail and didn't even know until | got out. He always said he was going to go to LA and be a rock star. And the son of a bitch did it..while being a 
junkie no less, but now all that is simply gone. That dream had died. 


| even understand how that happened. Izzy had no clue how it would be to be a rock star. We both thought it would be like fucking chicks 
everywhere, everyone knowing your name, getting in the clubs for free, drinks bought for us, owning cool shit we always dreamed about, and lots 
of cash. Well that part was real and it was cool. But what Izzy doesn't like is people in his business. He doesn't like to be interviewed. He hates being 
in videos. He hates the entire business end of it all. He hates the bad publicity. He hates me being fucking crazy. He just plain hates me. 


But | don't understand why he wants to just walk away from all this and become some has been He would rather go home and pick up some normal 
life with a nine to five. He would rather lose what money he is entitled to than stay with the band. He's already made up his mind. | know Izzy. And | 
would give anything to be able to change his mind. 


But what | just couldn't understand was us. | look at him sitting next to me with the fire glowing off his skin He's so fucking beautiful. | just want to 
touch him, but | know he will only freak the fuck out. He just told me he didn't want to hurt me. Maybe he didn't hate me as much as | thought. 


"Izz..We've been playing together and writing songs together so long..! don't know how to do it without you," | softly say lowering my head away 
from his beautiful glow. 


"Axe, you're an incredible songwriter, far better than me. You will do just fine," he says. His tone is softer and less detached. He almost sounds as if 


he cares. 

"And the backup parts won't sound like the Albums anymore. Your voice is in those songs..and.." 

"The fans are here to see mainly you and Slash. No one will even realize I'm gone. | mean fuck, you all call me Mr. Invisible. How will | be missed?" 
"tll miss you," | nod, "fuck man..you've been right there almost all the time for I5 years Izz. We're 29 now. That's over half our lives Izz. How am | 
supposed to deal with that loss? You know..all of the sudden my best friend is going away. It's going to be like you died. I'll never see you again. And 
Ill be left here to mourn you." 

| look over at Izzy. A tear rolls down his cheek and he sighs. "Axl..please don't think I'm not going through the same thing. You have no fucking clue 
what kind of shit I'm going through. | can't handle it and | have to leave. | have to move on If | stay..l'm going to end up dead. | can't be around this 
circus anymore. It was all too much too fast. | don't want to die Axe. And to live..| have to walk away. l'm sorry for that, | am, but | just can't stay. 
| don't want to hurt you..! don't want anyone to be hurt." 


"Well you are hurting us all, the buys, the band, me..even yourself" 


| see another tear fall and the sound of crying escapes him before he covers his face. Without thinking | put my arm around him and pulled him 
into me. To my surprise he doesn't pull away. In fact, he lets go. He cries on my shoulder and lets me hold him. 


"Please don't cry darling," | softly say. 


"Im so scared," he sniffles. "You have no clue how scared | am Axe. This shit is all | know. You're all | know. | don't know how to do anything but this. 


| don't know what to do after this. | don't know how I'll live." 


"No one is making you leave all this behing," | whisper into his hair. 
"| don't want to die," he whispers. 


A tear falls from my own eye. | hated so much that | understood how he felt. | hated that | understood his decision | didn't understand the pushing 


me away part. But here he is, in my arms and we are both crying and clinging to one another. Just like we always have. 

"Izzy?" 

"Humm?" he sniffles, still settled with his head on my shoulder. 

"Was everything you ever told me a lie?" | croak trying to choke back my own cries. 

He suddenly moves away from me. "Can we please not get into that too?" 

"No Izzy, | fucking need to know. I'm the one getting left behind after I5 fucking years. The least you can do is answer me," | practically plead. 


He sniffles and wipes away his tears. He draws in a deep breath and looks to his feet. "Any answer | give you will just hurt you somehow Axl. So 
what does it matter? Just leave it alone." 


The Answer 


The Answer 


| needed an answer. | needed to know if all those words he told me were lies. | needed to know if those kisses were real. When he touched me, was it 
real? | had to know if I5 years of my life had been wasted or if they had meant something. God knows he meant something to me. | always believed 
| meant something to him too. None of it ever seemed fake. He had to have loved me once upon a time. Right? Even just a fucking shred? 


Something? Anything? 
| watch him sniffle again and wipe at his eyes. 


"Izzy..please. How do you expect me to move on when I'll spend the rest of my life wondering whether or not you loved me? Are you so cold that 
you'd really do that to me? | mean fuck.maybe its easy for you to walk away. That always has been your number one coping skill, just walk away. 
But you're walking away from me..and | have to deal with that..but | need to know Izzy. Did you ever love me?" | softly ask and watch his eyes 


steady again on his boots. 


His silence lasts an eternity. My heart pounds in my chest waiting on an answer. | can feel my legs shaking. He runs his hand across his nose and 
sniffles some more. | hear him draw in a broken breath and exhale it. | think he's trying not to cry again. He digs in his pocket for a cigarette. When 
he puts it to his lips | can see the end of it quivering. He takes in a deep drag and holds it like its fucking weed Then he exhales and allows his eyes 
to find mine for a split second. Then he inhales his cigarette again. When the smoke vacates his lungs he shrugs, "Axe, what the fuck could either 
of us possibly know about love? We've never had any substantial relationships. In every one of them it was because someone needed something 
from either them or us. We dated chicks just so we didn't sleep in the fucking gutter. We dated them if they worked at grocery stores or 
restaurants so we could eat. We dated stripper so they would dance in our shows. You dated stuck up models because they looked pretty on your 
arm. We don't know shit about love," he shakes his head. 


"Is it possible for you to fucking answer me with a goddamn yes or no?" | huff in exasperation. 
He again drags from his cigarette and sighs. "Sometimes there's just not a yes or no answer. Sometimes shits not so black and white." 


"Well | happen to think this shit is pretty black and white. Tell me..indulge me Izzy, why is this so gray to you?" | really want to yell and scream. l'm 
trying my best to stay cool. Izzy will go out into the snow and freeze to death if | yell at him or make him too uncomfortable. Be cool Axl. Calm 
your ass the fuck down. But shit it's so fucking hard to do that. | don't know the art of detachment like Izzy does. | don't know how to keep my 
emotions bridled But | have to. God knows when the next time | get an opportunity to talk to him will arise. 


| hear him sigh again. “Axl..in case you failed to notice, we're both guys. And in case you fail to notice most people frown on that shit. Even your 
own god tells you that it's wrong. Do you think fans would be accepting of that? You can't just be the number one band in the fucking world and 
drop a bomb like that on them. They'll turn on you. The media will turn on you. Everything will be all fucked up." 


And for all that damn talking | have yet to hear the word yes or no. He wasn't saying shit. He was just running me in circles to piss me off so he 
could justify running away. But I'm aware of this and I'm trying to maintain control over my fucking mouth. "Izz..you mean more to me than all of 
this material bullshit. | have all | ever wanted in this life except you." 


"Axl," he sighs. 


"Why do you practically cringe every fucking time | tell you that shit? Is that so fucking horrible that | fucking love someone for I5 years, Il of 
which | was intimate with that person? 14 years of it spent telling you and you telling me back..why is that so wrong now?" | beg for a straight 


answer. 
"lam married man," he says drawing from his cigarette once more. 

"Which you ran off and did without telling a fucking soul. | didn't even know you had some girlfriend. | sat around thinking you weren't fucking me 
because your dick was experiencing issues from sudden sobriety. | thought." | feel tears in my eyes, "I was prepared to wait..| gave you your space 


and | longed for you. | thought eventually." Now I'm chocked up and fucking crying again. 


"It couldnt work Axl, why can't you understand that?" He asks flicking his cigarette butt towards the fire. 


"| guess because l'm still waiting on that yes or no answer. Did you ever love me?" | say with a cracking voice. 


Izzy draws his knees to his chest and rocks a moment before resting his head on them and turning to look at me. "Axl..please don't make me 
answer that question" 


"Why? Why can't you give me a simple fucking answer?" | sit up on my knees and face him. "Please tell me that every time you whispered those 
words into my ears that it wasn't a fucking lie..please tell me it wasn't all just for show." 


He closes his eyes and takes a few deep breaths. "It wasn't a show," he whispers as his eyes look into mine. | can see the confusion in them, but | 


can also see that he's telling me the truth." 

"Then you did love me once?" | choke the words out as | keep his eyes locked on mine. 
"Not the way you deserved Axl.not the way | should" 

"Jesus Christ what does that mean?" | ask grabbing his arm. 

"Can't we just stop this?" He whispers and turns his head to stare at his feet again. 


"If you answer my fucking question we can stop right there. | won't bother you anymore. | won't say another word until | have to. | promise. Just 


tell me..did you ever love me?" 


Again he sighs deeply and his eyes never leave his shoes. The silence kills me. He knows the answer, | know he does. Why won't he just fucking tell 
me? If it was no..you know, it would hurt like hell..but at least | would get some much needed closure. Finally one barely audible word comes from 


his throat. "Yes." 


Shattered Heart 


Shattered Heart 


He said yes. He said yes and | promised him that if he gave me a straight answer | wouldn't say another word. But how was | supposed to look in 
his dark hazel eyes, knowing that at one time they had looked on me and loved me, and just stay quiet about it? | don't know how. How can someone 
just shut the fuck up and let this go? I'm not going to let it go, regardless if | say a word or not. Surely he won't really expect me to keep that 
promise. 


| watch as he gazes at the fire as it hisses and dances. The wood snaps and pops and shoots little burning embers out onto the floor. God his skin 
is fucking beautiful under this orange glow. | just want to touch him. | want to but | know | can't. | can't and that shit goddamn hurts. | can see him 


blink from whatever trance he was in He draws in a slow broken breath. 
"And | suppose you want to know when it all ended?" Izzy's words come out just as broken as the breath he had drawn in to make them. 


| look down just as the tear falls from my eye so he can't see, and | nod yes. That was what | needed to know really. If he loved me once..when and 
why did he stop. What had | done? What had | done to make him stop loving me? Was it even me at all? Did Izzy really love his wife? What was it? 


How could | live without an answer? 


Izzy wipes his nose again. "| remember the moment it dawned on me..! mean it just crashed down on me all at once, straight outta nowhere. We had 
finally gotten you high enough to sing..! already knew you could sing, but | never heard you before that. The second..the exact second you sang that 
first note, | knew. So by the time you got around to making a first move..well..you already had me." Izzy sighs, eyes still locked on the fire. "You 
were so shy back then.It took so much to break you out of your shell," his eyes flutter but he never leaves the fire, "But no one was prepared 
for what was inside of that shell. You were so fucking hard to understand, you still are. Not many could stomach much of your mood swings..but | 
always fucking loved you and it worried me and concerned me. | learned how to read you..eventually..| had to | told myself. | wanted to be that one 
person who would never walk away from you. The one that took your shit and begged for more. | wanted you to trust me..to..love me the way | 


loved you." 
"Izz..! did," | say. 


He nods, "I know. | knew the first time you ever came to my window in the middle of the night..all black and blue..hurt and scared." He slowly shakes 
his head, "I didn't understand how you could possibly piss someone off that much..How could he.." Izzy seems to get choked up. He breathes a few 
times until it passes. "| wanted you to feel like you were always safe with me. | defended you and explained your reasoning to people when you just 
blew up. | always was the one who ran after you because | just couldn't lose you. | needed you. You were all | thought about..all |..all | ever wanted 
back then. After a while | got so consumed with you that | forgot all about myself. | lived for Billy. Everything | did was with thoughts of you. And 
when | was around you..! can't even describe how whole | felt. It felt like nothing could ever break that..and | didn't want it to. Then | left Indiana 
thinking you were going to do a year in jail. | was just gonna come out at first to get a feel of it, get things set up for us so when you got out you 
could be there with me. But you got out and | was already gone. It didn't take but maybe three months before | tried heroin. Somehow it filled the 
void in me left there from the absence of you. And then you came out a couple times..always with some chick in tow..| thought you moved on and 
forgot all about me..two years | thought that..so for two more years | killed that pain. By the time you came out here and spent three days 
hunting me..l was hooked so hard. And | was so fucking embarrassed of myself. Especially when things picked right back up with us where they had 
left off in Indiana. | wasn't who | had been, you weren't either. But we were the only thing around that was home you know? We held on to that for 
such a long time. So long it just became the way it was." Izzy takes a moment to light a cigarette. He takes a few drags before speaking again. "But 
life in LA was fucking dog eat dog. We had to do so much shit just to survive. And it just all got numb to me..You weren't shy Billy anymore..and.. 
we changed while not changing a thing, you know. Then life just started getting crazier and crazier..neither of us were able to handle it. | just stayed 
high and you lost your fucking mind. That first day | woke up sober, knowing | couldn't get high unless | wanted to end up in jail, | realized 
something..My life stopped at some point, and something else took over. Nothing was what | wanted it to be, not you, me, any of it. | realized that 
the person | loved was Billy, and Billy was gone. Billy never came out to LA. His body did..but all the things | loved got left behind. | just kept holding 
on though..the drugs made it impossible to see shit for what it really was. | should have seen you were gone the first time you came to visit. | 
should have let you go then. | shouldn't have let things pick up again." 


"How can you say that?" | whisper with a tear rolling down my cheek. "I never stopped loving you. Not when you just fucking left without saying 
goodbye. Not when you were strung out. Not when | found out you ran off and fucking got married..not even now that you're telling me you 


stopped loving me years ago..! can't let you go. | don't want to." 


"You have to find a way," he simply shrugs. 


My mouth gapes. I5 years with him reduced to nothing, All these years spent fighting to just keep him alive, to sober him up, just for him to tell 
me he didn't even love me while | was doing it. | was undone. Stunned. Stumped. My heart shattered with the impact of those words. Those words 
seemed too horrible to be true or to believe. | just couldn't believe it. 


Haunted 


Haunted 


With daybreak came the end of our little heart to heart moment. We boarded the plane and took off for Moscow. Slash, Duff, and Matt busied 
themselves with critiquing the latest Hustler issue. Dizzy was trying to show me something on a keyboard but my mind is too fried to pay 
attention Izzy's words reeled in my head. "You have to find a way." Could |? Could | find a way to let him go? 


It didn't feel possible. Even if he told me he never loved me, still don't think it's possible. But he didn't tell me he had never loved me. He had. Long 
long ago in a place far far away. But he had loved me. A former shadow of myself, but me all the same. What if | could somehow be that person 
still? Would he change his mind? Could | make him love me again because letting him go just ain't an option for me. 


| smile at Dizzy and nod. l'm not even sure what l'm nodding to. But it doesn't matter. When Dizzy looks back down to his keyboard my eyes flutter 
over to Izzy. He's sleeping now with his head leaning against the window. He seems so at peace now and l'm left feeling just as lost as | did to begins 


with. 


My heart pounds as | think of how few days | still had to change his mind. To change myself into someone who he can't walk away from. | have to 
try. | can't imagine a life without him in it to some degree. Izzy was the only stability | knew. He was my umbtella in the rain He was my life 
preserver when flood waters got deep. He was my everything. How can | breathe once he takes everything away from me? 


| guess if what he told me is true, he's had all the he time in the world to learn how to get over me. But this shit is all new to me. And Izzy threw 
this shit on me out of the blue. The worst year of my goddamn life is the year he decides to walk away. St. Louis is suing me. Erin fucking divorced 
me. Izzy almost died, now he's running away. Banishing himself from our very existence. How can he do that so easily? 


| can barely even remember the person he claims to have loved once upon a time. Billy certainly was no rock star. A lot of shit had to change in 
order for me to be Axl Rose. Killing Billy was the first thing | had to do. | couldn't understand his hypocritical delusion. He wasn't Jeff anymore 


either. Jeff would never do this to me. 


What would | say to the press? God knows they'll ask me a million questions. How will | keep from crying? How do | keep up with the lies I'll have to 

come up with? And who the fuck could ever come close to filling his shoes? Sure there were a hundred guitarists out there, some even better. But 
Izzy wasn't just the rythem guitarist. Izzy was the morter in the cracks. While everyone else came up with beats, riffs, and odd lines, Izzy tied the 
shit together with a melody. Who's gonna do that now? 


Day by day Izzy is turning into a ghost that will forever haunt me. He was in everything | did. Everything | thought. What will happen to me when | 
wake up one morning and its all just gone? How do | fucking get past that? How do | "find a way"? 


Sometimes What You Wanted's Not What You Have 


Sometimes What You Wanted's Not What You Have 


Another show. Another late start, thanks to yours truly. Another pointless twenty minute rant on stage. Another night of Slash telling me to shut 
up and sing. Another night in which Izzy banished himself from us the second the final note was played. Another drug and alcohol fuled after party 
turned orgy. Another nameless groupie with dark hair and a flat chest to trick my mind and fill my time. Another line of coke. Another drink 
Another night with no meaning. Another night without Izzy. 


| look over to Slash groping some chick. He looks to be having so much fucking fun doing it. | wish my life were this simple. | wish | could simply 
make out with this fucking chick and not wish she were Izzy. I'd settle being able to think of anyone else. But its no use, even my most grandiose 
fantasies can make this girl into him. Her touch turns me off completely. My dick just won't get hard for her. | shove her off my lap. It's no use. 


"Hey! What the hell are you doing?" She shouts at me but I'm already halfway out the door. 
"Axe, where you going?" Slash mutters from behind the chick straddling him. His words are muffled by her enormous tits. 


But | don't answer. | just know that | can't be in this room another fucking second. | rush down the hall and take the elevator down to the lobby. As 
| go through the revolving front door rain pelts down on me. | squint at the rain and spot Izzy's hotel at the end of the block. | start for it. My 
mind ran with erratic thoughts of little or no consequence. | could only think of him. | needed Izzy. To fucking hell with anything else. | stormed into 
the lobby of his hotel with the employees staring at me with gaping jaws. | sped for the elevator. 


"Mr. Rose sir.." The manager tried to stop me but | wasn't stopping. | already knew his intent was to keep me from Izzy. He would only accomplish 


this task over my dead goddamn body tonight: 


| had snuck a peek in Doug's files for expenses to find out what room Izzy was in So | found it. My feet squished in my shoes and rain dripped 
from the tips of my hair. My clothes clung to my skin. But | didn't care. | desperately knock at his door. | know his fucking wife isn't here. Hotel 
staff has probably already alerted him to my presence. My heart pounds in my chest praying he'll answer. And for once my praying pays off. He 
opens the door with furrowed brows. He's wearing his tight black jeans and socks without a shirt. 


He's about to speak, but | can't let him. | don't want him to talk, that would require thinking and | damn sure didn't want him to think So | did the 
only thing | knew to do to keep him quiet. | let my right arm slide around his slender waist. With my left hand | pulled his head closer to mire. | tilt 
my head and took a step forward, pushing him back into his room enough for me to kick the door shut. Then my lips take his. He doesn't stiffen in 
my arms. He doesn't push me away. He doesn't turn his head from my lips. He kisses me back, with just as much passion as | tried to endow him 
with. | tasted my brand of cigarettes on his tongue. | missed the taste of Jack that used to mingle with it. After a moment his hands are grabbing 
my arms desperately. Our breath races. | grab Izzy by his arms and spin him. His back hits the door breaking our kiss. 


"Please don't do this," he softly pants and plants his palm on my drenched chest. 

"Please don't make me stop," | yearn back and try to take him in my arms again 

And for a second it looks like there's nothing else he wants more than me. But he quickly wipes his face clean of any hope | had had. However he 
lets his arms fall to his sides. | watch his Adams Apple bob up then down as he swallows and stares at my lips. "Why do you still try so hard for 


there to be an us? There just can't be an us Axl" 


"There will always be an us Izzy, just like there will always be air. We are infinite, endless, eternal. My heart is yours forever and | know yours 


belongs to me too you stubborn ass. 


His breath races as he just looks at me. The way he is looking at me is like someone discovering fire or something. He fists the front of my 
drenched shirt with both hands and pulls me to him. His lips take mine captive and it feels so good. It feels right and exactly as it should be. | felt a 
passion in him that | hadn't felt in so long. His lips burned with the denial he had been trying so desperately to hide behind. No way he kissed his 
whore wife like this. He never kissed anyone but me like this. This kiss was real, it wasn't just some reflex. His whole heart was in it. His kiss said to 


me all the things he had tried so damn hard to deny. 


He pulls away from me breathless, and whispers, "Every time | think I'm free of you you find a way back in. lim damned, cursed, your captive. Why 


won't you ever just let me go?" 


"Because you don't really want me to. You like it when | chase after you," my teeth graze his throat and he groans in rapture from my touch, "it 
makes you feel alive. You fucking love the power you have over me. Admit it, you're dead inside without me. You love me Izzy. You still love me. You 
can deney it all you want but | know you Izz" My tongue licks up his jugular and | rip at his earlobe. This has always driven him crazy. "I'm in your 
blood. No matter how high you get, no matter how sober, and no matter how far away you run, you'll never be rid of me. We're connected 


forever." My lips brush across his once more and his eyes closed a moment, lost just like | am. 
"Love shouldn't hurt this much," he sighs and lowers his lips away from mine. 


"Darlin it doesn't have to hurt anymore. | promise I'll love you the way | always should have. I'll tell the whole world. Fuck fame, they can have it, all 


| need is you." 


"Im not what you need Axe, l'm just what you think you want. Yes we have a connection. We always will. We both came from the same fucking corn 
fields and made names for ourselves. We experienced a lot of shit together, learned a lot of firsts together. But life with me will never completely 
satisfy you. | can't give you kids Axe, you should have seen how happy you were when you found out Erin was pregnant. And after she lost it you 
were destroyed. | knew then that things would never work for us." 


"People adopt babies every day Izz," | try to reason. 
"Axl," he sighs. 


"No Izzy! Don't you push me away over some bullshit that doesn't mean anything. Just kiss me the way you did. Let's just feel good darlin," | smile 
warmly and stroke his cheek. 


His eyes meet with mine, "This won't make me stay Axe. It's just sex if | let you stay, do you understand? | don't want you reading shit into it and 
thinking this is some big proclamation of undying love to you. Yes. | love you, but not the way you want. Do you understand?" 


| just nod. Ht didn't matter what | agreed to as long as Izzy didn't turn me away. | needed him tonight, even if it was under some false pretense | 
sold myself. St least | could hold him and make love to him. For tonight | can at least pretend he's still mine. | can fantasize he still loves me. Right? 


This Has To Mean Something, Right? 


This Has To Mean Something, Right? 


| had him in my arms. His lips pressed to mine as | had longed for them to for so long. | knew what he felt for me wasn't something he could 
simply stop doing. | wasn't some drug he could kick, or any other bad habit that needed to be broken He loved me. He loved me enough to let me in, 
to let me kiss him, to be kissing me back. He says its just sex. He warns me not to read anything else into it. But how the hell can | do that? Izzy 
wouldn't fuck me just for the sake of getting laid. He could fuck whoever, whenever, wherever and with as many at once as he wanted. He could, 


but its me he can't resist. Dammit that meant something. 

| kiss him back onto the bed while | unbuttoned his shirt. He takes over in doing that. | back away and pull my shirt over my head. We both toss 
them to the floor at the same time. I'm about to kiss him again when | notice him working his wedding ring off his finger. He glances up at me with 
a shameful expression as he sits it on the night stand. | could see that a part of him felt bad. But he does his best to hide it and starts to unzip 
his pants. 


| splay myself just above him and stroke his cheek. | don't want him to second guess us. | don't want to scare him or make him run away. I'd fought 


too hard to get him like this. "We don't have to.." | utter. 

He nods at me, "I know." He slides a hand into the back of my hair and gently tugs my head down to his. His lips brush with mine and | draw in my 
breath. A heated electric jolt spreads through my body. My hands grasp at his bare flesh and | can feel the heat radiating off him. | had missed 
the way he felt so much. "Um, Axe..this would be easier with our pants off," Izzy whispers across my lips and kisses me again. And | know | have 
him. 

If Izzy's telling me to get naked, then Dammit, that's what the fuck | was gonna do. | quickly shimmy out of them as Izzy does the same beneath 
me. | m so enthralled by the feeling of his skin pressed to mine. | felt everything with all its awful goodness. | have been with so fucking many 
chicks, and a few guys, but none of them made me feel this alive or in the moment. Only Izzy got this sort of response from me. That has to 
mean something, right? 

Izzy takes my hand and pulls it to his lips. He takes two of my fingers into his mouth and swirls his tongue around them. | groan a little and feel 
my dick twitch. | take my fingers from his mouth and slide them down to his ass. He draws in a sharp breath as | slide them in him. It had been a 
long time for him, | could tell, he was so fucking tight. And so fucking hot. 


His lips become my prisoners as | search slowly for that right spot. He hisses inwardly when | find it. Fuck me | wanted him so bad. | don't know 
how much longer | can wait. | wanted to be inside him again. God it had been so fucking long. 


"| want you so bad," | pant and stare into his eyes. The irises twinkled from the street lights outside his window. Shadows of the window panes 
danced across us and the moonlight made our skin the same pale shade. "Can | please." 


"Yeah," he nods and sounds nervous. 

| pull my fingers out slowly, "You sure?" 

"You got me hard asshole, do you think l'm gonna say no now?" He huffs. 

| smirk at him and line my dick up to his ass. "Maybe l'm waiting for you to say.please." 


Izzy nervously chuckles. "Pretty fucking please with whipped cream, nuts, sprinkles, hot fudge, and a goddamn cherry on top..fuck me." | slide my 
cock into him and he gasps, "Holy shit" 


"Relax," | whisper softly in his ear as | slowly start to move my hips, grinding into him. 
"Fuck it hurts," he winces. 


| stop moving and asess the look on his face. "Its been a while. I'll stop if you.." 


"No. Please don't stop," he says and pulls my lips to his. 

"You sure?" 

"Yeah, I'll be OK." 

Slowly | proceed. | could cum so easily, but god knows when | may get to be with him again, if ever. | knew in the morning Izzy would regret this. 
Maybe that's why I've been giving him so many opportunities to change his mind and stop this. | already know what the new day would bring, it 
wasn't going to be two people loving one another like they do this minute. With morning would come the loss of this love buzz I've gotta make 
every second count. They truly could be the last. 

"God | love you," the words slip from my lips. 


| can literally feel Izzy cringe at my words. "Please don't tell me that." 


"God | wish | could, but | can't help it. | fucking love you Izzy. | love you and | need you. | need you forever. How can you tell me you don't feel it 
too? | know you feel it" 


"We can't let ourselves. This isn't love Axl. This is fucking." The way he says it is so matter of fact. 

"What a cold and cryptic response to such a beautiful thing.don't shut me out. Don't try to sell me lies. | know you don't believe any of that, you 
just want to. It makes it easier for you to run away in the morning. Its OK darlin, | know that's what you're going to do. You don't have to run, I'l 
let you go freely. | won't try to stop you. | promise. Just be with me, right here, right now in this perfect moment. Share it with me. Please.." 
"Dont." 

"No, you dont. | love you Izzy. Do you get it? | fucking love you." 

"L.l.please..l.." 
| roll my hips. 


"You feel so good," he quietly moans "Oh god l.. | love you." 


| exhale in relief. He said it. That's gotta fucking mean something, right? 


Come The Morning Light 


Come The Morning Light 


| dread the chirping of the birds outside telling me the dawn of a new day was upon me. | cursed the sun that was turning the sky grey and 
orange. | was afraid to breathe. Too petrified to move. | didn't want reality slapping me in the face today. But | know it's inevitable. As soon as Izzy 
wakes up all of last night's perfect fantasies will come crashing to a halt. | don't know if | can deal with it: 


My emotions were wrecked. Last night Izzy let me make love to him. He told me those three words | never thought he again would. So | lay still and 
breathless. | just needed his warmth for as long as he would give it to me. 


But dawn awoke him. He sat up very slowly, in hopes of not waking me. But | had been up a while waiting for him to bolt. When he gets out of the 
bed he moves with the stealth of a cat. | can hear the rustling of fabric as he quietly gets dresses. | hear him pull on his boots and | know he's 


about to leave. 


| roll over and look at him over my shoulder. His eyes go wide, but Izzy being he cool cat he is sticks a cigarette in his mouth and lets his head 
drop. He searches his pockets for a lighter. When he finds it he strikes his lighter and takes a drag. His eyes still never meet mine. He wraps his 
scarve around his neck and just stares at the floor with the burning cigarette dangling. 
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"Trying to make a clean break?" | ask in a rhaspy morning breath. 
"Axl," he slightly shakes his head, "| told you how it had to be, how it is." 


"And you were trying really hard to be convincing. You might have even sold that to yourself. But | don't buy it Izz. | knew you were going to do 
this. Why can't you just be a man about this? Last night happened, you know?" 


He sighs and reaches over to pick up his wedding ring. " | don't need a play by play Axe, | was here, remember? And | wasn't sneaking out. | just 
wanted to let you sleep." 


"Then why are you leaving?" | ask sitting up to light my own cigarette. 


"Because its time to go," he shrugs. | stand up to stretch, showing him my bare ass. "For fuck sakes Axl, put on some fucking pants," he shakes his 
head trying not to look. 


"That's not what you were saying last night Iz," | sneer. 


"And as | said last night, that was only sex. There is no love, no us, no future for us. That was just an.an impulse | shouldn't have given into so 


easily," he nervously stammers smoking his cigarette. 

"But you did, and you admitted that you love me." 

"Theres a lot of degrees of love Axe," he sighs. 

"Yeah, and this one is enough for you to cheat on your fucking wife!" 


"l gotta get the fuck out of here " he throws his hands up, "You're doing exactly what | said you would You're reading shit into this. | knew this 
would be a fucking mistake!" He takes off for the door. 


"So that's it? Just run like always?" | ask. 

"What choice do you give anyone " he mylbled softly and storms out the door. Again, I'm void without him. 

eee eens ==lzzy became even more of a ghostly apprehension. 

Izzy was here for one sole purpose, to finish this leg of the tour. He proved to me that that night we had together was the last mistake like that 
that he ever expected to make. | was a past he wanted to forget. The band was a dream he wanted to simplyvwalk away from. Truth of the 


matter is, Izzy's already gone. 


The cocky swaggering cadence of his walknwas gone. His enjoyment of being in front of fans had become stale. Izzy wasn't having any fun anymore 
and it had never looked more apparent. 


A 
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| wish | could help, but it had been established that my help was the last thing he wanted. He couldn't even look at me. My time was running out. 
How could | make him get it! 


Manipulated 


Manipulated 
Izzy's POV 


| fucked up. | fucked up so bad. | fucked Axl and that's the last thing | should have ever done. | knew he would think there was more to it than that. 
| knew it would only confuse him and give him false hope. | knew | was only going to end up hurting him. And that's just what | had done. I'd hurt 
him. Now | feel like shit for it. And the cherry on top is the fact that | committed adultery. God, I've fucked everything up so bad. Everything | 
touch gets hurt. | thought when | got sober | would stop hurting everyone, and myself. But I'm still fucking everything up and hurting people. God 
what's the point in even staying sober? At least when | was using | didn't care about shit. 


But | care now. | care about things | can't. | do love Axl. He's probably the only person | really have. But even if we came out of the closet and 
nobody cared, | still couldnt be with Axl Rose the rock star. He would never leave this life behind. He spent being a nobody so long that now it's a 
drug to him to have all this fame and attention. | can't stand by him through it. | can't be in this kind of life anymore. It was too much. It was a 


nonstop ridecatcavcircul that keeps spinning you upside down and in circles. | can't keep up anymore. 


The fact that | had to walk away from the band had never been more affirming than now. There was no way | could stay. | couldn't watch my 
friends, my band mates who climbed to the top with me. We fucking did it.but we can't handle it. This lifestyle isn't just music, fans and getting laid. 
Its more sketchy. It's deceives you with all its spoils at first, but like Brownstone says, the little got more and more. This life kills people. The 
average age of a rock star is 42. Man, | don't want to be dead in 13 years, or less. And | can't watch my best friends do this to themselves. When 
you're fucked up you just can't see how fucked up other people are. And now that | can it hurts to look at them. | can't be around them anymore. | 


have to go. 

We're here at the show waiting on Axl, as usual. He's delayed us for an hour and a half already. | don't pretend to not know what it's about. It's 
what happened this morning. So the guys get more and more loaded and fool around with girls. Dope and drinks are anywhere | dont wish To look so 
| just keep my eyes on my guitar in my lap. lve almost created myself a little safe zone when glass can be heard crashing against the wall in Axls 
dressing room. No one even flinches because we are so used to this shit. | watch management sigh and rush off toward Axls dressing room. 

| knew he would pull this shit tonight. | carry on trying to be out of the mix when | spot management coming at me after an hour of dealing with 
Axl . Fuck | already know tonight's mood swinging tantrum is all my fault. | don't need management riding my ass about it too. He approaches me 
running a hand over his head and seeming worried. 

"Izzy he wants to talk to you. He refuses to come out or do the show until you go talk to him: 

| huff, "I don't get paid to do that anymore. It's managements job to handle band issues. So you manage to get him on that stage. | can't do it" 
"Izzy he won't play unless you go talk to him. We don't need another riot on our hands and pissed off promoters," he desperately pleas. 

"Look, I'm outta here in six weeks, what do | have to care for anymore? Its not my problem." | shrug. 

He looks to the ground. "Man.he's in there cutting himself again" 

My eyes shoot up to him. | slowly shake my head. That motherfucker. He knew just how to get to me. This wasn't the first time we've played this 
scene. Axl had cut himself before just to get my full attention, to manipulate me into ways of seeing shit how he wants me to. That shit always 
worked when | was using. Right now | find it pathetically sad But | know he's not well. That too had become more obvious with sobriety. But | loved 
the crazy fuck and | couldn't allow him to hurt himself for my stubbornness. 

| curse and raise to my feet cursing. | storm to his door and pound on it. "Axl! Open the fuck up!" 

Slowly the door is answered. His nose and eyes are red and | can see he's been crying. He's in one of those eerily calm states. Those are like the 
calm before the storm, the eye of a hurricane. | work my way in and shut the door. Axl, in a drone like state returns to the floor where his blood 


is smeared on his knife. He picks it up. 


"Axl give me the fucking knife," | ask calmly. 


"Don't worry Iz, its impossible for me to kill myself. You already killed me today." 


| don't know what to even say to that. | walk over and sit on the floor in front of him. | notice an old black and white picture of me laying next to 
him. Im sitting and playing my acoustic with a cigarette in my mouth. He sees me looking at it and picks it up smiling in remembrance at the image. 


"You remember this day |zz?," 
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Protect more of your memories for less 


| shake my head becouse | didn't. 


"Is the day we wrote don't cry." 


| swallow the lump in my throat. We wrote that song about our on again off again relationship at that point in our life. 


"Some days | look at old pictures and smile at the memories. Days like this they hurt so much," he says as a tear falls. 


"Axe, you wanted me here, l'm here, so put the knife down OK? | know | hurt you this morning_and | am sorry. And last night | meant what | said 


Axl, | do fucking love you. But | can't love you like this anymore. | can't do fame, its just not what | thought it would be. I'll always love what we did 


together, all the memories we share. But | can't do this anymore Axe. Please just once try to see it my way " 


"You remember the verse you wrote in don't cry?" He asks softly. 


"Of course | do." 


"Give me a whisper, and give me a sigh, give me a kiss before you tell me goodbye..Will you |zz?" 


"Axl.we can't do this right now. We have to get on the fucking stage." 


"Then when?" 


| can hear the booing of the audience an the word leaps thoughtlessly from my mouth. "Tonight" 


Tonight, Tonight 


Tonight, Tonight 


Izzy's POV 


All through the show Axl looked so fucking happy. He kept smiling at me over his shoulder. A few times he even threw an arm around me while | 


was playing. | had no choice but to go with it, | was standing in front of over 40,000 fans. Axl might not mind disrupting shows, showing_up late, 


our energies. | honestly don't know how we keep gaining more and more fans. But | can stop worrying_about things like that. l'm not gonna be here 


much longer. 


| wish | could stay in the band. | wish | could stay with Axl, but if | wanted to live | had to let it all go. | had to walk away and never look back. It 


was the only way to ensure my health and sobriety. Anika is pretty pissed at me for quitting. | guess that's what | get for marrying_a fucking 


groupie. She wants Izzy Stradlin when l'm trying so desperately to find Jeff Isbell again | just want to get back to the simple life. Fuck this industry 


with it's trap doors, deception, and it's tricks. | don't want it anymore. I'm done. None of it is real, even what seems real isn't. 


As soon as the show ends l'm out of there like a rocket, praying Axl doesn't see me. | just want to get to my separate hotel, lock my_door,_and 
toss and turn sleeplessly all night. But Axl will probably chase me to the ends of the earth tonight. He had so many questions he wanted answered. 


But | don't have the answers. He just cant understand that a junkie is weak by nature, | might be sober now, but with temptation all around, all it 
would take was one bad day to make me say fuck it, give me a line and a rig. But somewhere where there is no temptation my odds greatly 


improve. 


| HAVE to walk away. Can't he see that | don't want to walk away from him? He's the most obvious thing that | still love about my life in this 
scene. Him and the music.music we made together. But the rest of it.it's all bullshit: And being surrounded by bullshit just don't make me happy. 


And that bullshit was the biggest threat to my sobriety. | can't go back to what | was. | like how much better | physically feel without the drugs. 
Im almost thirty, | cant just stay high forever. The shit eventually catches up with you. No, | can't go back to who | had been. That's not who | am 


anymore. 


But who am | supposed to be now? Husband? Well I've already broken rule number one of marriage. Thou shalt not fuck anyone else. Ever. So who is 


Jeff Isbell now? | wished | knew. The only thing | know about the guy is that he too loves Axl. | can feel tears forming in my eyes as | think of 


loving _him. It hurts so much. | wished he could just up and leave with me, but | know he can't. This is who he is and where he belongs. This is his 


band now, signed, sealed and delivered. And | know this is all he's got. This means more to him than | do. 


Im about to thank my lucky stars because | see the limo that will take me to my hotel. | sigh a sigh of relief and watch as some cheauffer opens 


the door for me. | file in and make myself comfortable. I'm busy Patti myself on the back for my flawless escape when the limo door opens again 


One guess who it is. How did get out of there so fast? 


"Axl.what are you doing?" | ask feeling myself start to tense all over. 


"No giving you_a chance to chicken out, that's what," he says and pulls himself out a cigarette. 


"| was just going to shower and change. 


"Do you honestly think you can lie to me lzz? | knew you were going to try to make a break for it". 


"| wasn't making_a break for it," | sigh and look out the window. | hate that he knows me so well. But like he knows me, | know him. He has a notion 
to try to seduce me again tonight. He thinks that if he fucks me every night for a week straight that I'll come to my senses or something, But this 


wasn't a matter of coming to my senses, I've done that. Axl wanted me to lose my senses. 


Axl just looks at me and fight an attempt to roll his eyes at me. "I might have been born on a Tuesday, but it wasn't yesterday," 


| nervously figit to get myself a cigarette. | think | would feel safer behind a fog of smoke. But before | can do that he's speaking, 


"No more running Isbell. I's time we get this shit straight." 


Complications OF The Complicated 


Complications For The Complicated 


Izzy's POV 


Somehow with the passing of time, I'd forgotten how things had initially started between he and |. | can't remember the day, nor the place or the 


time of day. All | know is that in the space of a day he changed my entire world. He complicated me in a way | never asked for. However, given the 


chance, l'd probably do it all over again Its hard for me to imagine a world where he didn't exist. For every flaw he has ten other things that make 


up for it. And believe me, it's easy to focus on his flaws. 


and honey. His features, though sharp and defined, somehow had this softness to them, like a woman. And his hair.. | know chicks that would kill for 


his hair. It's strange how growing up that red hair was undesirable. Now half the world desires him. The same he that was once mine. Mine. And 
here | am throwing him away with both hands. 


| watch as he expells the smoke from his lungs. A passing car allows me enough light to notice the troubled set of his brows. His eyes twinkle as if 


dampened by tears. If this is indeed tears | know the creator of them is me. It brings me no satisfaction to see him hurt. I'm not trying to hurt 
him, just help him realize and accept the hopelessness of things between us. We're as cursed as a Shakespearian tragedy. We. Can. Not. Be. 


"Izzy," he says softly, "just tell me what I've gotta do to fix things. | know you keep saying that | have to let you go.but | don't know how. | don't 


know if | can. | just.. | need you Izzy." And if a tear makes a sound as it rolls down a cheek, well | think | know the sound now. 


And what can | say to him? A part of me knows not to give,_yet another part of me can't bear to hurt him. What do | say? | love you Axl, lets 
run away and live like gypsy's? It wasn't practical, probable, or plausable. My total reluctance to speak makes him sob aloud. However his pride tries 


to contain it with a sniffle. | know he needs me to say something, anything.but what? | part my lips with the intention of spewing out a bunch of 


useless words, but nothing will come out. My eyes fall on to his hand on the seat between us. | watch as he desperately clenches his fingers into a 


fist. But it's not anger. It's the last clench of someone trying with everything they have just to hold on for a minute longer. Just one second more. 


And somehow | find my own hand gently going over that sadly hopeful fist beside me. When he feels my hand over it his sobs break free once 


more like a tiger ripping out of his chest. And to my surprise | feel a tear escape my eye..or maybe | heard it. Without approval from my brain my 
arm goes around him and tugs me into him. Like dominoes falling in a chain, his arms go around me and cling needily onto me. My head repeatedly 


says not to cry. My heart screams | love you. 


Naturally his lips find their way onto mine. | know to stop him, but | really didn't want to. | stiffen my lips and refuse his kiss, the same as my 


arms stiffen and try to refuse his embrace. 


"Izzy no," he cries, fighting_against me. 


"Shhhh, it's ok," | say as | hope to calm him and reassure him. However | don't want to encourage him or lead him on. 


"How is it ok?!" He shouts at me. "You're gonna leave mel" 


And this was my plan Yes, | was gonna leave him. Did | foolishly think he wouldn't notice? Did | somehow think he'd thank me for this? "Come on, l'm 


not going_anywhere tonight, just please stop crying." 


It takes him several more minutes to compose himself. "Izzy... | don't know how to do any of this without you." 


"Yes you do," | sigh, "you just do it. Just the same as you did when we were all too strung out to care." 


"But | don't wanna do it without you! What are you not getting? | love you Izzy. | want to spend the rest of my life right beside you. Do you think 
any of this matters without you?" 


"Axe you walked away from me, remember? You chose Erin You got married first. Remember?" | ask. | knew | was just opening_a new can of 


worms, but | needed to tell him that. "You forgot about me and moved right on along. But the second | mention leaving _you suddenly love me again? 


If | meant that much to you why'd you marry her?" And though | wanna know | know | should have never asked. 


"Because of the dope Izzy. Fuck man, you really have no idea how much it hurts to love an addict. The lies, the constant worry.. | couldn't sit by_and 


watch you kill yourself a little bit more each day. You were so fucked up you didn't even know | was there half the time. So if you want to really 


know who left who, try looking in the mirror." 


He was right though. | guess, in a sense, | did leave him first. There was a time, not so long_ago, that | would have done anything for that next high, 


" 


| sigh, “its over anyway. 


" 


including _pushing_him away to someone else. "It doesn't matter now, 


"Stop saying that!" He shouts at me. 


| slowly back myself into the corner by the door. | glance out the window at the passing lights. “There's nothing else to say," | shake my head, "it 


just wasn't meant to be or anything. We had our time, it was fun Time to move on" And as | say it even | realize how cold my words sound | know 


they'll hurt him. Maybe a part of me just wants to get that final punch in. Maybe | wanted him to feel bad for every fight we ever had Maybe | 


wanted him to get pissed just so it would be easier for him to let me go. Or maybe | don't know what the fuck l'm saying or doing. Maybe a part of 
me wants to fight just so we can make up. 


Axl looks at me as this fat tear rolls off the bridge of his nose. "Why are you saying that? Really? It was fun while it lasted? | give you over a 


decade and you tell me that? | knew you were a cold motherfucker but this is a new low even for you. lt was fun while it lasted?! Fuck you Izzy! 


Driver, pull the fuck over!" 


The driver does as instructed and Axl bails out into the night in some unknown foreign city. | know that's pretty dangerous for him. | didn't want 


him to get hurt. I've hurt him enough for tonight. "Axe wait," | say_out the window, “at least let me take you back to your hotel. You dont even 


know where you're going." 


“Away from you, just like you wanted!" He shouts out in the night, his voice echoes off the buildings. And | know his stubbornness is unprecedented. 


He's not gonna get back in the limo. But | can't leave him here alone. 


"Fuck," | hiss and jump out of the limo too. 


Where The Streets Have No Name 


Where The Streets Have No Name 
Izzy's POV 


Stale air and streets that smell like a mildewed dumpster.it reminds me of LA. Following two steps behind a pissed off red head also reminds me of 


LA. | have no clue where we are, but unlike Axl, | know how to deal with the streets. | guess | could thank heroin for that. Had | not have been a 


junkie and a dealer I'd be just like Axl, Alas, | have my street smarts and | have Axl to protect.. 


"Axl, we don't have to walk the streets. It's safer in the limo. You stick out like a sore thumb man," | say trying to keep up with his fast pace. 


"What the fuck do you care?!" He shouts as he throws his hands up in the air. If it's possible to walk any faster then | think he does. I'm almost 


Jogging_to keep up. My limo follows us as it creeps along the curb. 


| never wanted him to think that | don't care. My situation is could not possibly be more opposite. | fucking cared, maybe too much. But simply 


caring is nowhere near enough to alter both of our lives for. "Axl, | never said that | don't care. | said | can't care. There's a difference." 


Axl spins on his heels and | almost smash right into him. "Well enlighten me then Izzy, what's the goddamn difference?! You can't care, remember!" 


something." Why are you yelling?! l'm right here! | can hear youll" | shout back. 


"Just leave me the fuck alone izzy," he says with watering eyes as he turns back around to continue storming_off. 


"What the fuck?! | thought you wanted to talk about this shitll" Fuck he confuses me sometimes. 


"L wouldn't want to trouble you with anything you CAN'T doll" 


Goddamnit! l'm not doing this shit tonight. | stop following_him and the limo pauses next to me. | turn and reach for the door but something causes 


me to pause. | look back at him storming off into the night. Shit, | can't leave him like this. | pull out a cigarette and think about lighting it as | 


watch him get further and further away. This might not be so hard if | indeed knew what to say to him. Nor would it be so difficult if | myself 


knew what | wanted. l'm aware of what | need, but what did | want? 


| exhale smoke and shake my head as his form disappears around a corner. | try to tell myself that he wants me to chase him, but l'm not gonna 


do it. Yet, | know he will just get into trouble out here alone. But maybe | should let him. Maybe if he's pissed at me he will just let me go. But | 
didn't want to risk his safety to get him that way. Damnit! 


So | get back in the limo and instruct the driver to follow Axl. We pull up to him a block over. "Axl, just get in the fucking limo," | sigh with my head 


craned out of the window. 


He just ignores me and keeps on storming down the street. 


" Come on Axl..." 
Nothing. 


So | sigh. | didn't have the patience to sit here in a moving vehicle going at turtle speeds. Nor did | want to babysit anyone tonight. So the way | see 


it, there's only on thing | can do. So | fling the door open It hits him in his back and knocks him down. Not enough to injure him, just enough to 
stop him. 


"What the fuck Izzyl!??" 


"Get in the fucking limo," | say sternly. 


"Noll" He shouts from the ground 


| get out and grab him by the arm and forcefully shove him in the limo. God why did he always have to be such a horses ass? | slide in next to 


him and slam the door shut. The driver takes off again 


"| was fine on my own," Axl says trough gritting teeth. 


| just roll my eyes. I've known him fifteen years and he's never once won a fight he started He's got what you might call little man syndrome.. I'd 
love to know what it is about short people that make them act like Bannie Roosters. | gently place my hand on his shoulder. "Come on, we don't have 
to fight." 


His eyes start watering_again, "Then what are we supposed to do?" 


"| don't know, just not this," | shake my head. Axl turns to face me and lays his head in my lap with a broken sigh. | reach down and start to stroke 


his hair." It's ok." 


"Nothing is ok," he faintly whispers. 


"Tonight it is, o? Just. just come to my room. 


He turns his head to look up at me, "Do you still love me at all?" 


But | don't answer. | think it's best if | don't. But yes, | did still love him. So much so that it's like this dull ache forever in my chest. | wasn't sure 
how to live loving _him. Soon I'll have to go. But not tonight: 


Fear 


Izzy's POV 


| couldn't have booze or dope around me anymore. God knows Axl could really use a combination of both. But | already know that | wouldn't be able 


to refrain, especially when everything is going to shit. So there was really nothing | could do to calm him. However, | find it rather surprising when 


we get up to my room, at how.sedated he seemed. l'm thankful, but at the same time | don't know why he is. Axl is never this calm. 


He goes straight to my bed and curls into a small ball on top of the covers. His shoes are still on He shuts his eyes "Izzy?" 


"Yeah?" | ask and take a hopeful step closer to the bed. 


"Can you just hold me? Please? Just one last time. Not sex. just." 


| kick off my boots and climb on the bed next to him. His eyes open and he looks at me. Even though he's looking right at me it's like he isn't looking 


at all. It's sorta like when you zone out and stare at something as you allow a daydream to bloom. He nuzzles his face into my shoulder. My hand 


raises to his arm and my fingers lightly trace down it. He closes his eyes again and snuggles into me. | wrap my arms around him and feel a tear 


roll out. 


| would miss this. I've always loved it when he cings to me like a small child It isnt often that he drops all his walls like this. He doesn't like being 
exposed. In all the years I've known him he's never shown this side to anyone but me. He trusts me. And it makes me feel like shit for the way I've 


been treating him these last few months. It wasn't his falt | turned myself into a junkie. Nor was it his fault that | had to get sober. Yet he carries 
the responsibility like it is his blame. 


"You havent done anything wrong Axe," | softly say as another tear falls. He doesn't reply, but | know he's asking himself why. If he's not to bame 


then why is he being punished? Why was | punishing him? | guess | have handled this situation all wrong, But then, | usually handle everything wrong, 
| wanted to apologize and take it all back, but it wouldn't matter. In the end | was still going to leave. And nothing was gonna change that. "Please try 


to understand Axe, l'm doing this because | don't have a choice" 


"Yes you do. And you're choosing to leave because it's easier for you to run away than it is to stay and face anything head on You're a coward, 


and you always have been You're not even thinking about what this will do to me or the band" 


| guess he was right. It was easier to tuck my tail between my legs and run Easier for me anyhow. | guess l'm just a selfish person when all is said 


and done. | didn't want to be like that but | just feel like l'm in the most fragile state of being imaginable. On drugs you never have to face anything, 


and if you do it's merely a side effect or something. But being sober and having to make decisions is like dangling a mouse on a string in front of a 
cats face. There's always something to test you. Always something to potentially make you relapse. | just don't know that | have another relapse in 


me. 


"You don't understand how hard it is to be sober Axe. | have to completely relearn how to do everything, just the same as if | were suffering from 


brain damage. Temptation is around every corner. | still want to numb myself because it's the only way | know how to be. | wish it was easier. | 


wish | was stronger, but I'm not. l'm struggling to stay afloat and its so fucking hard. Especially when it's so easy to just give in to it all. You can 
call me a coward all you want, but when you're attending Slash or Duff's funeral, maybe then you'll understand my decision to leave." 


"Izzy I'll help you with anything_you need. You know | will. You don't have to run away." He lifts his head up to look at me, "Do you even care how 


much this is breaking my heart?" 


And | did know. | lightly trace his lips with my finger. Maybe someday | would be stronger. Maybe one day | could come back. But right now | can't 


do this. "ld give anything if it were as simple as choosing you or not, but it's more complicated than that. | love you Axl, | always have and | always 


will. Maybe that can bring you some comfort.. | wish | was stronger than the drugs, but l'm not." 


"You can do anything you try to do Izzy, you always have. 


"tm not the same anymore," | shake my head 


"Yes you are. There's more to life than drugs. There's more than just the band, the guys, or even me. But you'd rather be weak." 


A Future Without You 


A Future Without You 
Izzy's POV 


Just lying there that night and holding him, feeling his heat, smelling his hair, nothing has ever ached so much. And it aches in places that | can't 


rub it out. | was so sure that | could simply walk away and never look back. Goddamn was | so wrong. | fucking loved him. | loved him more than any 


blissfully unaware junkie. Unfortunately | can't. | mean as much as | love him just couldn't go back to that. 


| wondered if Axl would make this same decision if he were in my shoes. Would he walk away from everything he knows and the person he loved if 


his life was the one on the line? Would he do that to me? To the guys? Probably not because Axl would have been too smart to ever allow himself 


to become some fucking junkie. Guess that definitely makes me the weakest link I'd give anything to go back and change the things | did, but we all 
know it's too damn late for that. l'm a day late and a dollar short. 


| turn my head and look at him as he makes a soft whimper in his sleep. | feel him curl into me even more. People tend to not have a clue how 


sensitive he is, especially when he comes across as a pushy dictator. He really wasn't It was more of a safe front than anything. For some unknown 
reason I'll never understand, | have always felt this need to watch over him. | guess that's because of how delicate he has always seemed to me. 


Yet, l'm probably going to hurt him more than anyone else ever could And | hate myself for it. 


Every second | lie her is making it harder and harder for me to walk away. But | know that no matter how much | loved him it wasn't enough to 


keep me sober if | stay. Addiction doesn't care about love. It has no sense of right or wrong, It doesn't give a shit about anything but hat next high. 
Unfortunately, you never manage to recapture that first high again, no matter how hard you chase it. But addiction blinds all your logic and makes 


you chase that unobtainable proverbial first taste forever. 


He deserved better. | know | can never be good for him. Yet | hate myself for thinking of leaving, But let's be honest, l'm a fucking loser. | always 


have been and | always will be. If | had the sense god gave a mule | leave now. I'd walk away with nothing and never look back. It would be best for 


me,_and in the long_run it would be best for him too. He might not notice that right away, but in the end he would just have to. 


And again he whimpers so desperately in his sleep. | honestly don't know if it's his past he can't outrun or forget, or if it was me. Whatever it is it 


still brings tears to my eyes. | wanted to wake him, but | didn't want to make him cling to me and beg me to make it ok. | can't make it ok | can't 
make anything alright. Even if | could | couldn't anymore. He has to stop looking at me as if | could fix everything. He has to break that, his only 


addiction. 


| really don't understand any of this. Rumning is what | do best and it always has been. Why am | so reluctant to run now? It's what | do, yet this is 


possibly the first time that | didn't want to run from my problems. And | know more problems with arise if | don't. For every day that passes 


suicide sounds like a better solution My problems would end and Axl would have no choice but to let me go. Maybe that's the answer to all this. 
But it scares me. But what other choice is there? 


Legally Bound 


Legally Bound 


Izzy's POV 


When | woke up the next morning _| was somewhat surprised to find that Axl was gone. A method of escape so covert as this was usually my style 


and not his. Yet, I'm kinda glad that | didn't have to deal with any unpleasant goodbyes. Nor did | have to worry about fighting off any lingering 


hopes | had for him to stay. | pull out my schedule and see what | had to do today. | sigh when | see one word circled at the bottom next to the 


time 1l:00 am. That one word was Anika 


Just twenty four hours ago my wife was the last thing_on my mind. | almost feel bad at how easily Axl had distracted me from her. | glance down 


at my wedding ring, For some reason, that little band of gold feels like handcuffs. You're not supposed to feel that way, are you? | should be longing 


for my wife. | should be counting the hours until | hold her in my arms. But thats not what | feel. | feel more confused than | ever thought 
possible. And | know that it's because of him. 


Is not supposed to be like this. I'm not supposed to want to be with Axl. lim fucking married! l'm supposed to be happy with my wife. l'm not 


supposed to be dreading seeing her. But who the hell do | think l'm fooling? | married her for one reason, to hurt Axl, He broke my heart when he 
married Erin | was trying to do the same to him by marrying Anika But Erin is history and I'm still married to Anika. And for the first time | find 


myself asking why. Obviously | didn't love her. | don't think | can. All| want is Axl. But | cant be with him. | can be with Anika 


So at ten | left for the airport to go pick Anika up. She surprises me by bringing Treader. She also has some fluffy little dog with a bow on top of 
its head. Apparently it's a new edition to the family | wasn't aware of. She tells me she got it for a deal, seven hundred as opposed to a grand, For 


a fucking _dog?!?! But | don't say anything. | just force a smile to my face and kiss her. l'm doing my best to seem as though I've missed her. | hope 
she believes that at least. 


"You look tired," she says to me staring at my face. | just nod. " Well don't plan on getting any sleep tonight," she then winks at me and pulls me 


close. Not like | don't read between those lines. She's expecting me to make love to her all night. And | should be more than happy to do that. But 
that's just not what | wanted. 


" I have soundcheck at one," | say looking_at my watch out of pure reflex. It was still set to Indiana time. "How are things at home?" | say, feebly 


attempting small talk. 


"You mean in Indiana? It's.it's very.. | don't know Izzy, it's the same." She dismisses it swirling her hand and turning_her full attention over to the 


fur ball in her arms. 


| knew she wasn't very happy living in Indiana. She would have preferred LA or some foreign country. Indiana was too middle America for her. She 


wasn't on the same level as the working class people of the world Though | don't know why, she doesn't have rich parents or anything. | guess l'm 
lucky to have a groupie that pretends to have class. Maybe | shouldn't have literally married the first chick who talked to me. Guess | wasn't 


thinking about the fact that every fucking chick around me was a groupie. 


"Was your flight ok?" 


"It was fine. Oh, | forget to tell you, My parents invited us for their 30th anniversary on the 26th." 


"IIl have to check my schedule and see." 


"See what?" She cuts me off, "You're quitting this band in two weeks. What could you possibly be busy with?" Then a broad smile comes to her 


face," That is unless you've decided to stay." 


| sigh. How ironic is it that even my wife wanted me to stay. However I'm sure her only concern in the matter is that her husband would no longer 
be in Guns N Roses. Meaning that there would be less opportunity for her to make it in the magazines and on TV. Purely self serving. But it's me 


who's hiding behind her as a reason not to be with Axl. 


"| can't stay," | shake my head and look away. God how | wished | could. | wished | was strong enough to be able to be around dope and stay straight. 


But | | can't trust myself. Despite how much | might love Axl, | just couldn't risk turning into a junkie again. | refuse to. And because of that, | can't 


stay. "You know | cant" 


"Well you remember what the lawyer said, you are obligated to Geffen for another album. Either you do that here or you have to start your own 
band." 


"Yeah, | know," | sigh and run my hand over my face in exhasperated. "Can we not talk about this shit right now?" 


She smiles and snuggles into me. "No. Let's talk about where we're going for vacation next month." 


Vacation? Ok.looks like we're going on vacation I'm not sure if | mentioned something like that or not. | don't think | did But apparently I'm taking one. 


And I'm sure it won't be cheap or simple. Anika's gonna expect hotel suite, first class everything, and buying tons of useless shit. I'm much more 


simple than that. But then, she didnt marry me for a simple life. | really wish she wasn't here right now. To make matters worse, Axl's gonna go 


psychotic when he sees her here. | didn’t want that drama on my hands either. 


